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ii.

Hey, Gardy People:
My name is Kathryn Walker and you've maybe received an email from me sometime in the last few months. If I seemed
short, I'm sorry. This semester has been what we in the business cal l "interesting."
Even with all of the "interesting" developments this semester, though, I managed to get this magazine into your hands, so it
wasn't all bad. I did my best. Never underestimate the power of doing your best.
I'm in a philosophy class at the moment and I overheard a kid who was failing out tell our professor that he "couldn't" drop
the class because it would "ruin his whole plan." I'm here with this message for all of you fine people: nothing will ruin your
plan to the extent that it is unsalvageable. I can pretty much assure this through my own experience. And if something was
going to ruin your plans to that extent, it would not be Philosophy 101.
So, I know that life is scary and we try to have the best roadmap possible, but just accept the fact that life is messy and it
cares very little for your plans. If you learn anything in Philosophy 101, or any college class, learn to roll with the punches.
Wrenches will be thrown, plans will go awry, BARs will be FUed, and nothing will ruin your plans more than being hopelessly
devoted to them.
So, go have fun and read some poems, and remember to always expect the unexpected.
Also, on a more personal note, to Marina: please don't graduate and leave me here all alone. I love you and I'll miss you.
Best Wishes.

I<athryn Walker
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Second time around and having to write this is still so surreal to me. It's crazy how time flies. It honestly feels like I just
attended my first Gardy Loo interest meeting and now I've completed my second semester as Design Editor. Though every
semester brings new things, one thing stays the same : this magazine is an amazing collection of JMU's wonderful creatives
and it gets even more amazing with every semester. Seriously, we can never seem to run out of awesome work to show you
guys. I feel so lucky to be part of the whole process, from looking at all the submissions to putting together what you are now
reading.
I hope you all enjoy flipping through this magazine as much as we enjoyed making it. I hope that wherever you are with this
magazine right now, whether it be at a table in Carrier procrastinating on your work or on a comfy couch in your living room
with a warm cup of tea or coffee, that you lose yourself in the wonderful worlds that our artists, poets, and writers have created.
Sit back and relax; the real world will still be here when you return.

Aereen Lapuz
Design Editor
Guess what, reader? I'm graduating in May! I'm so glad you care enough to read this letter. No, I don't know exactly what I'll
be doing, at least as I'm writing this. If you know any free life coaches or someone who's hiring, hit me up. Hopefully I'll have it
figured out a little more by the time this issue goes to print.
If you're published in here somewhere, congrats! Your mom is so proud. If you submitted and didn't get in, I hope it
comforts you to know that I think I've been rejected from this magazine as many times as I've been accepted. I haven 't actually
done the math because I try to avoid math whenever possible, but it's a close call. It's the ones closest to you who hurt you
the most. If you picked this up to use as an umbrella because it started raining suddenly as you were walking out of Carrier-I
literally saw someone do this last year-then you probably won't see this, but I'm glad we were still useful in some way.
Whatever keeps you dry, man .
Gardy Loo was probably the most consistent part of my JMU experience; staff members came and went, but there were
always pieces to choose from, spreads to design, and every Tuesday night at 7pm you could find me sitting in the same
classroom, ready to create. I will always be thankful for this place that gave me friends and exciting, Linkedln-verified skills I will
always be able to use.
Gardy Loo has been kicking for about twenty years now, so-as sappy couples say on every anniversary-here's to twenty
more.

Marina Shafik
fV/onoging Editor
v.
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Lunch Box (Ceramics) Xue'er Gao

1

I bought organic eggs-$3.99 + taxand meandered halfway down the aisle
(frozen hash browns, orange juice cans, butter)
before I remembered:

check the eggs.
And so I did; they were beautiful.
Speckled and tan, all twelve sat delicately
in their plastic cups, smooth as cold apple skin.
I placed them in the cart,
bagged them separate ly,
drove home slowly.

This morning
I rose somberly from bed, fe e ling strange and
dismembered, and cracked two of the holy
twelve into the oiled frying pan.
Th e yolks gravitated to the center,
the dog licked my heels, and I
broke out into poetry.

2

Of he Sea
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In memory of Mary, Taj Sareen, and all the sea takes for its own.

Bueller

I stood on a vessel in winter
when one of the travelers caught frostbite.

I stood in a corridor and thought for a while

They had to amputate-

as dry leaves rustled

a little less human, more bitter and cold.

of opportunities lost to the wind, to water and wave,

I stood with the surgeon, his tools quivering

of sailors who set out to never return-

yet sterilized by the weather, as was his mind.

of the pilots whose vessels Crash and Burn.
I rode a vessel through nights of calm
I stood on a dock of creaking wood; there was shouting and hatred.

when the stars were all that greeted.

The rush was present, an urgency alive.

The whale breached under full moon

The precious cargo's departure was imminent

and it was almost perfect.

and a young man caught underneath was crushed to oblivion.

I thought back to my kin
and reflected on the storms in my life.

I stood on a vessel like many others;
aged and of a fine wood, weathered and worn

Days later the tempest came, swept our vessel o'er.

from the years of weary travelers.

And when she was righted,

I rode with the rhythm of surf and spray.

a second came and smashed the foundation again.

And the sea's spittle was a refreshing play to salted complexion.
And the sea's quiet was a refuge to traveling mind.
And the sea's rage was complement to mine just the same.

Broke her apart
to make us refugees of the sea
that washed us up in turn.

I stood on a vessel through the sea's rage.
Frothing mad,

And thus, we find ourselves, once more

it rocked the foundation we knew,

on a distant shore, a new location,

sent barrels of rations airborne through the hold,

churned in the wreckage of ruination.

smashing against walls and splintering wooden shards

Of different origin, on the same sand,

in all but the flagons of spirit. It wore the insides.

we intend to build once more
out of the flotsam- driftwood left behind

Our captains ... a rage took them to the depths,

in the frenzied migration to there

dropped them o'er into the brine in major ...

that ceases to be our final destination.

from which we don't return .
May they rest.

Sander (Oil Painting) Martha Hemingway
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Felix had lived with the woman for his entire life. Granted,

of money, you know that, Felix?" She turned it over cautiously,

this was not very long. Felix was only two. The woman first

like it was a child. "We could see the world together. You know

picked him up when he was just a few days old. He had been

they used to worship cats in Egypt? How about that?"

wailing in the gutter when she found him. His back two legs
had been shattered from a partial collision with a car. He had
strayed farther than usual from his mother that morning. He was
trapped and scared.

He curled up in her lap. The word repeated in Felix's head.
Egypt. She stroked his back. Egypt.
One morning, while the woman slept, a mouse scuttled
across the floor in the living room. Felix didn't know what the

The woman appeared like God. She was gentle and soothing.
She was commanding and strong.

mouse was, but he picked up it up with his teeth and bit into it.
Something inside told him to. He batted the body around for a

She said things like, "Poor baby."

few minutes afterwards because it was fun. The mouse did not

She took him to the veterinarian, where his hind legs were

move.

put into crooked casts. She took him into her home, where she

Afterwards, he decided to give the mouse to the woman. He

made him a small bed out of blankets. She gave him food. She

did this as a courtesy. She fed him every morning, it was only

complimented his striking grey fur. She scratched an itch behind

right that Felix feed her too. He placed the mouse by her bed

his ear he didn't know he had. She said, "Your name is Felix."

and waited. The woman woke up. She looked at Felix, then at

From that point forward, the woman represented the absence

the dead mouse, and then back to Felix.

of loneliness to Felix. For the first few weeks, he followed her

"Thank you," she said.

around the house relentlessly. He stumbled and tottered about

Then she picked up the mouse with a paper towel and threw

in his casts; sometimes, he even dragged himself. His clumsy

it in the garbage.

movements drew smiles from the woman but never a laugh.

The woman never talked down to Felix . She didn't address

When the casts were taken off, Felix's legs bent permanently

him like he was a pet. She would tell him important things. She

inward.

would tell him trivial things.

"You're like Hephaestus," the woman said. Felix didn't know

"Felix, one in five people on this planet owns a digital device."

who that was. But still, he walked carefully and methodically

"Felix, one in five people on this planet doesn't have clean

from side to side.

drinking water."

The woman lived alone . Besides a weekly visit from her
sister, she rarely had guests. Her house was old and sparsely

"Ga ia mated with her son Uranus to produce the remaining
Titans. Think about that, Feli x."

decorated. Great stacks of books lined the walls of each room.

"I'm scared of dying."

Competing towers rose toward the ceiling. The woman would

"James Joyce confuses me."
Felix often reacted with a meow because this gave the

frequently enter a room and pick up a different book. She read
often. While she read, Feli x would climb the books to reach

woman pleasure.

the tallest stack. He never felt disabled when he climbed the

One night, the woman returned home drunk and angry. Felix

stacks. Nor did any of the books ever fall. He jumped gracefully,

had been sleeping, but he woke up to the sound of the door.

despite his crooked leg s. When he reached the highest point in

He went to greet her, like he always did. The woman picked him

the room, he would look down at the woman-at her blonde hair

up and laid in her bed. She placed him on her chest. She looked

and smudged glasses. He would purr.

deep into his eyes. Feli x had pale blue eyes that looked like
marbles. The woman told him this made him special.

After the first year, Feli x memorized the habits of the woman.
She ate the same breakfast at 7:00 every morning: toast with

" Feli x," she said, "I think I'm going to be alone forever."

apricot jam and Irish breakfast tea. She typed away at her

Felix meowed.

computer until early afternoon. Then she read steadily through

"And I know, I know, I told you I don't need anyone but you."

the day.

Feli x blinked.

Every so often, before bed, the woman would unlock the

" But I need someone to discuss my books, my writing. I need

bottom drawer of her bedside nighstand with a key. In the drawer

dialogue! You can't give me dialogue!" Tears began to stream

was a first edition copy of Lewis Carroll's Alice in Wonderland.

down her face. She shook her head. "Who am I kidding, men

In bed, she would read and laugh while Felix watched her. One

can't even give me dialogue."

night, while reading , the woman started crying . When she saw

She let out a long sigh.

Felix looking at her, she gave a short laugh and wiped away her

"I want to have sex again, Felix. I want someo ne to hold my

tears. She was embarrassed.

hand when I die."

"Sorry you have to see me like this, bub."

Felix was uncomfortable on the woman's chest. He got up

She picked Felix up.

and went to his bed. The woman went to the kitchen and poured

"My grandmother left me this after she died, Felix . It's the

a glass of red wine .

earliest memory I have of her. She would read to me before I
went to sleep. It normally cheers me up, but today it just hurts."

The morning before the break-in , Felix saw another mouse

She looked at the book in her hands. "I could sell this for a lot

scurry across the floor. The mouse escaped through a hole in

5

The Mouse
the wall before Feli x could pounce on it. Felix waited by the

exited the house, closing the door. Quiet as a mouse.

hole for an hour, then gave up. He went and laid by his favorite
window. The sun beamed through, well into midday. Felix

She lay motionless by the front door. She seemed paler
than usual. Felix meowed at her. He rubbed his face against
hers, but she did not respond. This was unusual. This routine

napped.

typically woke her. He sat on her chest. He waited.

There was a knock on the door around 8:00 pm. The
woman was reading Lie Down In Darkness. Felix lay on top of

After a while, Feli x decided he would bring her a mouse.
The woman seemed weak. A mouse would give her energy. He

his favorite tower of books.
"Who could that be?" the woman asked Feli x.

would bring her all the mice in the house.

Felix didn't know.

Feli x crouched by the side of the hole where he last saw the

He watched the woman get up to answer. She turned the

creature. He could hear a whole family of them, scurrying in the

handle. Then a blur. The door was forced open from the other

walls. They were climbing over one another. He hated them.

side. The woman was knocked back. She didn't have time to

He would wait all night if he had to.
Felix dropped the mouse next to the woman. He looked at

scream. Her head slammed into a table near the front door.
She collapsed on the ground. Her body was still.

them both. They were the same. They were not moving. They

A man entered the house and slammed the door. His

were cold.

face was covered with a ski mask. He wore a black shirt and

Felix was scared again. He felt alone even though the

dirty blue jeans that were covered in dried paint. He seemed

woman was right in front of him . He wanted to be back on

stupefied by the figure of the woman on the ground.

the highest tower of books in the house, but they had long

"Shit! " he hissed.

collapsed.

The man stumbled into the living room in bewilderment. He
met Felix's eyes, fixed at the top of the tower.

The sun was starting to rise, and Felix was tired. He lay
down amongst the fallen books. The first beams of light came

Felix leapt off the stack of books in terror. The massive tower

through Felix's favorite window. It was broken. Destroyed by

collapsed. Large hardback novels cascaded from the ceiling. A

the man . By Ayn Rand. The shattered pieces of glass looked

domino effect ensued. Tower after tower toppled. A maelstrom

like crystals. He watched the woman until he didn't. He fell

of paper and print engulfed the man.

asleep to the sound of mice dancing in the walls.

Felix ran into the woman's room and hid under her bed. The
man appeared at the doorway. He began rifling through the

When Felix woke, she was still motionless.
A week prior to her collapse, the woman had been studying

woman's possessions. Felix watched him from his hiding spot.

a book on English paintings. She had shown Felix the work

The woman 's clothes were thrown on the ground.

entitled Ophelia.

"Come on, come on. It's gotta be here."

"Look at the landscapes!"

Fifteen minutes passed. The man drifted in and out of the

She had gestured around the river scene, but Felix only saw

room. He scanned the toppled books desperately. His eyes

Ophelia in the water. Her arms hanging limply by her sides.

grew wider and wider. The man found Felix under the bed in

She stared into nothing. Now, the woman was positioned just

his frantic search. He was out of breath.

like Ophelia on the floor. There were no lilies.

The man collapsed on the ground and started to sob. Felix

The woman was the mouse. Not like the mice in the walls,

hissed at him. This was not the woman.

but like the still mouse right in front of him. The woman was

"I didn't mean to kill her," the man pleaded to Felix. To

Ophelia. Felix felt trapped. He was hungry. He was a kitten

nobody. "I just needed that book. But there 's only books here."

again.

He picked up a book and looked at it. Atlas Shrugged by Ayn

Felix went into the living room . He jumped onto a stack

Rand. "It's like finding a fucking needle in a pile of needles." He

of books near the window. He was careful not to disturb the

threw the book into the other room. It shattered a window. The

small tower in any way. He wanted to preserve the remaining

neighbor's dog began barking at the noise.

columns of books. He knew the woman liked them . His bowed

"Oh God , they're gonna know."

legs contoured around a copy of Malone Dies. He crouched

The man started to search again, but stopped. He seemed

his body down. Felix jumped out the broken window. He

to realize the futility of it all. He looked into Felix's blue

landed clumsily in the lingonberry bushes that lay below. 0

marbles.
" I'm sorry."
He left the room. He stepped over the woman carefully. He
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Seated Woman (Screenprint) Devon Smith
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Escapes of

Innocence
Samantha Cohen

Third.
We shared
Crayola crayons and smiles,

We shared

birthday cupcakes and gym scooters.

tips of blunts,
unmade beds,

We talked of
Pokemon and

unkempt clothing,

made wishes on fallen dandelions,

cheap alcohol, and
snuck make outs under the schoo l stairs;

and our "love" consisted of

we shared

innocence,

lust.

simplicity, and
the colors of the rainbow;
our love was
juvenile.

Last.

Second.

We shared
naked bodies cocooned in sheets,

We shared

whispers of desperation,

lunch tables,

escapes of innocence, and
when I refused to share virginity,

cafeteria cookies,

we stopped

secrets,
intertwined fingers, and

sharing at all.

hours of laughter,
until one day
you switched tables and
cookies, and
intertwined fingers with a different girl,
and w ith a quivering lip I murmured,
"Mommy, why did he choose her?"

8
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Way down below, way down below,

Elizabeth
Bethlehem
Hemmingway
Zak Gordon

we see Elizabeth Bethlehem Hemmingway
singing way down below.
An ominous omission of harmonious altos alters our observance
With Martha Thunder underneath her
and Annabel Belltower working beside;
there's Margret Retina in a piccolo
and Lacy Seafoam omitting a rhyme.

in an odd degree.

Orrrrrrrrrrr
Orange orangutans haunt our minds
as melancholy moans perpetuate our servitude.
These musicians from hell are all but exhausted

They iterate itineraries of freshly shelled notes

as their pied piper pipes them on another hallow tune.

and punctuate perfunctory monotonous bellows
of sound surreptitiously surprising his ears
with dizzying, dazzling, crunchy xylophone chords.

Together they tickle a trumpeter's tail
while willing and wailing out in one more pale roar.
My friend, my soldier is more awestruck than I,

And way down below, way way down below

still I heave him heavily back toward the harvest moon.

we hear eerie echoes from souls down below.
And way down below, on a ledge down below,
Arias offering a ringing offertory before ...
He alternates hands on his binoculars in shock;
he watches and anticipates what must not arise.

there's little Elizabeth Bethlehem Hemmingway
singing her way
a long way

Wish my fella'd had a camera for old Bertha Thug,

down

bouta gobble a creamy tarantula's eye .

below.
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The Ballad of Beatrice (Paper, Thread, Film Photography) Ca ley English
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eart rea
I.

long romantic looks
through gossamer curtains
red boots and black umbrellas
on rain-stained asphaltthe streetlights like stars
memories buried in a crystalline casket
preserved like a photo album
the pristine shell of what was once
pure and bright
the black-veil routine of
mourning, a plume, grief
bared like teeth
the feet automatize
coming down off the high
the withdrawal
ravaging the bodydilated pupils

excessive sweat

the loss of weight and colorbut isn't it lovelier?

ii.
heartbreak comes with expectations
but i've found it's mostly:
extra leftovers
an untaken hand
a poem

12

S.E. Kite
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Strapped Hollow (Cyanotype) Malcolm Anderson
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The Darl{est Irony
Jayden Allis
As the seasons turn
from heat to fallen leaves,
school starts,
and I'm reminded of the stresses of last yearunfinished business carries over again.
Breathe in the crisp September air,
breathe out the pain.
Excitement rises within me;
can't wait for October.
I turn eighteen this year.
It's the eighth of October now,
and I am reminded of the pain my mother went through,
just twenty-two years before,
She tells me that I had to be born in this month
so she could stop hating it
for taking her cousin away from her.
A police officer in uniform walks out of a building
after speaking to residents about parking.
A boy on the roof gets an ideaa terrible ideato drop a bucket full of cement on the police car,
except it misses.
Hits the officer's head instead;
my mother's cousin
is dead.
A few years later, I enter the world,
and a few years later October strikes again.
I am eighteen now.
It is late October.
Halloween is in a few days.
The birds are silent this morning
in the wake of my anxiety attack.
My music doesn't play on the way into my high school buildingI forgot to press play.
October took someone that shouldn't have been takenhe was sixteenjust a few weeks after my birthday.
Now I hate October, too.

14

Empty Roads (Photograph) Lauren Burns
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Nico Peneranda

But no, you said,

Kairos-a religious retreat referred to as God's time.

"I'm sorry, I don't know
I think I needed things

what I'm doing," but

to not be about God

"I'm trying my best,"

that night.

and

Because sitting in that retreat house

"I love you."

under a candlelit cross I never knew

I couldn't remember

how to believe in,

the last time I said,

I read a letter I didn't know you wrote,

"I love you too."

and for what felt like the first time
in years, I heard

And as salt and snot-water stained the page, I gazed

your voice.

at that cross, and realized

I almost wanted it to

nailing you to it.

I was the one

wake me up for the mass
you knew I hated going to,

So in the name of the mother,

or yell at me again

I'm sorry,

for my C in Chemistry,

the son

or plead with me to open the door

does not deserve your

after I had just slammed it.

holy spirit.
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My Father's I.~~l\.Rituals began with song . The grandfather clock down the

door into the hallway and proceeded to flip switches, the light

center hallway would chime twelve times, when the eeriest of

chased the shadows away. The once creepy, dark, lifeless house

melodies marked the stroke of m idnight. Radiating the light

became our cozy, secure, warm home. While anyone could try

of two full moons, the stern owl 's harsh gaze glowed from

their damndest to tell me that it was the light that transformed

the face of the clock. I remember despising that gawking

our modest home on Holly Lane, I would look them dead in the

menace, wishing he looked friendlier. But in time, I had come to

eye and say that it was my father's presence instead.

appreciate that unfavorable bird. He offered the only brightness

As if following some unwritten script, Dad's eyes found my

in the otherwise-gloomy living room. Any other light would

own, and despite the clear exhaustion that brought out the gray

awaken my mother, and I had been nothing but careful as I crept

in his beard and the wrinkles in his forehead, he smiled.

down the staircase and tiptoed about. I curled up into the crook

"Darling, it's half-past. What are you doing up at this hour?" he

of my father's cracked, leather armchair, and waited . And waited.

would ask, as though he didn't know. His voice had a calming

And waited, with a patience most uncommon for an eight-year-

nature to it. With this simple phrase, I was reminded that my Dad

old. But my father was worth waiting for.

was very much still a foreigner to my ears. Far from the apple-

My childhood home, while glorious in the daytime, was a

pie-eating, football fanatic, pot-bellied, rowdy stereotype for

different world at night. The furnace would rumble from down

an American father, my dad instead had a quiet resilience and

below like a sinister dragon, shadows crept across the knotted-

strength about him and was thin and tall like a bean pole. He was

pine wood floors like grabby hands, and , in particular, our

slow to anger, thoughtful, cunning, and wise. All these traits he

unfinished basement with its concrete floors, cinder block walls,

had earned from surviving the slums of London. I would never

and exposed support beams was a nightmare for any child

know the hardships he faced at my age. All I could do was show

with an overactive imagination. Despite my list of fears growing

him my appreciation that I wouldn't have to.

by the minute, I waited for him. I would hear the groan of the

"Lager?" I asked him, making sure to adopt his vernacular and

garage door opening, the jingle of his keys, and his whistling as

not my own. Beer was not in his vocabulary, and neither was
bedtime, clearly.

he would take off his shoes. I could always tell what kind of day
my father had by the tone and volume of his whistle.

"Lovely," he'd respond. "An /.P.A. if you could, darling."

A peculiar thing seemed to happen to me at this time of

"What's that?" I'd ask.

night. While I was preoccupied with the menacing noises and

"Hoppy-styled," he'd explain. Not wanting to look like a fool in

mischievous shadows in the darkness, an insatiable thirst would

front of my idol, I nodded my head in mock understanding.

take hold of me. My mouth would become parched and my lips

Thinking myself brave, I mustered the courage to venture

would become wrinkled and chapped. I would dream of any

down into our unfinished basement where the chest refrigerator

sort of drink to remedy this: crisp apple juice, spiced ginger

resided. I loved my Dad far more than I feared the basement.

ale, zesty orange pop. I could have gotten up from my father's

With a newfound vigor in my step, I galloped down the stairwell

chair and made myself an ice water, but that would break the

to where there were untold ghouls and vermin waiting to snatch

ritual. This is how every night had been in my elementary school

me. But thankfully, I lived to tell the tale and grabbed two 1.P.A.s

existence. Dad and I would have a drink together the moment

before I flew like a bat out of hell back up to the first floor. The

he got home from fourteen- to seventeen-hour-long days at

bottles perspired in my hands, and once more I was reminded of

work. It was a silly custom to anyone but us. Despite its innate

the torturous extent of my thirst.

simplicity, it was sacred and special.

So there Dad and I were in the kitchen, going about our

I heard the garage door grumble-music to my ears-and the

respective tasks. I was preparing his /.P.A. as he was fashioning

stopping of the Volkswagen's ignition and his whistle. My heart

me a special drink from his homeland. Equal parts sour and

fractured when I heard it was devoid of its usual rhythm and

sweet redcurrant juice. I took care with the bottle opener, and,

sing-song quality. Instead, he warbled a listless melody. His day

on the sixth or seventh try, managed to pop the top off. That

had been taxing, mentally and physically. When he opened the

distinctive noise would remind me of my dad for the rest of
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my days. There was comfort in that pop and the crackle of the

hilarity that made my heart leap in happiness. A newfound sense

foam. Carefully, I'd make sure to tip the glass before I poured the

of mirth reignited his once tired eyes and his smile lines became

bottle. My Dad always insisted how vital this part was-otherwise,

more pronounced in his face. Despite my unpleasant experience

it would be three-quarters foam and one-quarter liquid .

with my first drop of alcohol, I was just delighted to be with him

I admired the amber ale, as tiny bubbles inched along the

and that he was there to witness it.

glass before they reunited with the foam on top. The bottles,

" I don't understand how you can drink that!" I exclaimed,

before they were chucked into the recycling bin, had a beauty

sticking my tongue out at him to prove my point. I remember

about them as well. This was Shepherd Neame & Co I.P.A. from

thinking that Dad's stomach was made of steel, or maybe he

the Faversham Brewery in Kent. Each bottle proudly sported a

just never had any taste buds to begin with. After all, this was

vibrant Union Jack. None of this meant anything to me, but it

the same man who could gobble down bricks of fruitcake

did to my dad. It was as if this specific brand of lager connected

and jiggling towers of Christmas pudding. Maybe there was

him to the homeland he had left behind to pursue my mother.

something in the English DNA that made him enjoy revolting

I offered the glass of hoppy-styled I.P.A.-whatever that meant-

concoctions, India Pale Ale being just one of them.

to my dad, like presenting a precious offering to an even more
precious idol.

"Ask me that again when you get to university," he told me,
taking a long swig to show off. I shuddered in disgust, but

He gave me the redcurrant juice, for which I was extremely
grateful to ease my pounding head that was dizzy with thirst.

truthfully, I was impressed.
"Will I ever like it?" I asked, not for want of really enjoying the

It was blood-red and, in true vampiric fashion, the juice would

hoppy beverage, but wanting so desperately to be more like

trickle down my lips in a gratifying way as I gulped it down.

him in every way conceivable.

Refined in every way imaginable, my Dad would sip his lager
like a gentleman . It was never in excess and always in good taste.

"Yes, I believe so," he said. "But darling, there's something
that's more important than that."

I'd watch him with interest as we sat down in his cracked, leather

I leaned forward, holding on to his every word. He was

armchair together. For years, I had seen him enjoy this strange

passing on important information that I needed to keep with

beverage, but never had I thought to try it. Looking back, I

me forever. When my Dad spoke, it was with purpose. He never

suppose my Dad had noticed me studying him. He wore glasses,

said anything he didn't mean, and he certainly didn't deem

after all-thin half-moon spectacles. But imagine my surprise

everything "important." As I searched his face, I found a man

when he offered me his bubbly glass. And on a school night!

who had gone through an unbelievable amount of hardship in

"Want

a

tiny

sip?"

He

asked.

The

golden

liquid

his lifetime, who worked to the bone to ensure that I wou ldn't

did look enticing but not nearly as tempting as that icy

have to. I wouldn't be penniless, shoeless, and orphaned in an

frothiness at the top.

alleyway as he had been. Surely anything to pass through his lips

Once more, we switched drinks. I held the I.P.A., and Dad took
my redcurrant juice. I carefully raised the rim to my lips and took

could only be described as refined wisdom, and in my Dad's true
fashion, it was :

the world's tiniest sip. I could only describe the taste as being an

"Make sure that you're with the right people when you open

acquired one. Its only redeemable quality was that it was cold. It

up a bottle of anything. Life is too short for shoddy friendships

was glorified, carbonated copper with a bitter, yeasty aftertaste.

and shitty lager."O

Strangely citrus, the taste was like a kick in the back of the throat.
With flailing hands, I urgently motioned to my Dad to give
the redcurrant juice back to me. He complied and as I gulped
the rest of the juice, whose sweetness salvaged my taste buds.
Dad couldn't help it. He let out a guttural, hearty laughter that
was most uncommon for him. It was an unapologetic kind of
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era
Sophie Lyle

Choo, choo, train.
Choo, choo, twain.
Almost.
Choo, choo, tRain.
Choo, choo, tWain.
Okay ...
Look at me.
With pursed lips, RRR.
Choo, choo, tRRRain.
Choo, choo, tWWTwwwTwwrain.
Yes!
Now,
Red . Wagon.
Wed. Wagon .
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Matilda (Oil Painting) Martha Hemingway
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The fire burning alongside the
shoulder of 1-81 made me think of
our home movies, although I can't place why.
Maybe it was the fuzz of the VCR
reflected off your wet cheeks,
the color of smoke,
as we watched my sister and I
meet for the first time.
Nicole was so small, a tiny pea pod covered
in dark hair; I was cautious of her from the
very first day.
My concern, though, was the
foreign object
lodged into your arm , but you
assured me it was just medicine.
I sit in your lap, hold Nicole's
infant body in my armswe are stacked like the Russian dolls
you bought us some twelve years later.
The fire does not die, so someone (an older
man patting his bulging stomach)
pulls over to call a number.
I watch the smoke twist sleepily over
Afton mountain, wandering further
away from home, and
drive North.
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After you died,
he dug up your grave
and brought home
your corpse.
As the storm cried outside,
he flicked the switch,
shocked your brain
with Terraria, guitar chords,
and blue lightning,
and your mind remembered
you used to like this.
Because you
were still bones,
you ran three miles together,
sweated three gallons,
and ate three meals,
until one day your flesh
came back.
And the morning your soul finally
smiled,
he bear-hugged you
to the dirt, brown
and green staining
your leather jacket and God,
you fucking needed that.
So when he told you
that her first chemo
was tomorrow,
you already knew
what he needed.

Has Breast Cancer
Nico Peneranda

Nuclear Shadow (Photograph) Taylor DeRossett
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Dear Mrs. Evans,
By the tim e you read this, I'll be far away. Three-hundred miles far. Daniel and I will have just moved into a house in
Detroit, where everything will be set up, as he insisted we unpack the boxes immediately upon arriving. I will have dropped
Audrey and Mitch off for their first day at a new schoo l, and you will have just eaten the same lun ch you always eat, at the
same time, on the same tray.
By the time you read this, Audrey will have asked-at least six t imes this week, no doubt-why Grandma can't come over
anymore. She'll have asked where all the pictures of you went; why we never talk about you.
And Daniel, out of grief, weakness, or hope, will tell her you're dead.
But instead, you're above ground . Tod ay will be like every other pointless day. After rece iving this letter, you will be
ushered down the hall to your room by a young nurse named Cindy. You'll call her a bitch. You don't mean it-yo u neve r
used to curse-but you will. You don 't care about her, her low wages, her birthday. She's nameless, just like your hu sband ,
your son, his children. Just like me. Cindy will roll her eyes at you, which will startle you into existence. You'll sit up in your
bed, pausing for less than a second, lost in time, the glimmer of a memory tugging at your mind . You notice her eyes. They
look like mine. Hazel. Your favorite eyes, the color of honey, of fresh earth, of beginnings, you .sa id.
"If I ever get sick like that," you told me one Christmas Eve, after watching The Notebook for the hundredth time, "do n't
just hole me up somewhere. If I don 't remember you, just pull the plug. Or, if they won't let you, kill me yourself. Shove
me into traffic, lead me into the river up the road, I don't care. Whatever works." You held my hands in yours, looking more
serious than I wanted you to, and said , "I'm depending on you."
By the time you finish reading this, Daniel will be on his tenth glass of his homemade beer. He'll have convinced himself,
while sitting there alone at our counter, that he's just a regular beer-man. That he's simply taste-testing his home-brews,
a necessary part of creating the perfect stout. He'll write down a few arbitrary alterations on a napkin: " less hops," "more
water." Who's he trying to fool? He'll fall asleep with his once-brilliant, now useless head on the edge of the table, neck
bent awkwardly, as if crippled from the weight of too many thoughts . I don 't help your son back into the warmth of our bed
anymore. I haven 't slept beside him since your diagnosis.
"Mia, what's happening?" You looked at me, confused, knee-deep in water, black mud melting under your toe s. We'd
finally made it to that river. Your nightgown was soaked, and when the pebbles beneath your feet ripped you from your
constant reverie, thrusting you into your soul, you screamed my name. Over and over and over again. With that pitiful,
twisted look on your face. I stood at the bank and waited. The minutes flowed past us, splashed us, begged one of us to
move.
By the time you go to sleep tonight, I'll have cleaned the new house twice. I'll have played your Bruce Springsteen
record a few times over while I dusted, especially that one so ng at the end of the track. I won't cry. I'll ju st sing. Som etimes

it's like someone took a knife, baby, edgy and dull, and cut a six inch valley through the middle of my soul.
I don't cry anymore.
By the time you wake up tomorrow, the world will have started again, and everyone will know everyone. Our dreams
will have ended, lives re sumed, and your world will go on spinning, too. It will, but you won't know yourself, no matter how
hard you try.
By the time you eat your breakfast tomorrow, you'll re member that I left you all alone. You'll remember the sounds of
th at quiet morning, when I tugged at your wet arms and breathed life into your still mouth as you laid unconscious and old
in dirt. You'll remember the fee ling of my hair between your wrinkled fingers, the touch of my silent lips against your head.
With love,
Mia

28

Starstruck (Illustration) Amelia Kahle
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Instructions for
Putting Off Age
Marina Shafik

When applying moisturizer-

Don't frown too much or too hard

you must use moisturizer,

or else those lines outlining your mouth will turn into canyons

of course,

and your cheeks will sag,

to keep your youth-

and when your brow furrows,

sweep up rather than down

you'll be left looking angry all the time

to avoid wrinkles.

instead of pleasantly kind, as one always should be.

When removing makeup-

Cross your ankles rather than your legs,

it's fine if you don 't wear it,

or else varicose veins will climb up your shins,

of course,

and you don't want to mar that smooth skin

but you will look terribly unprofessional-

with evidence of your carelessness.

wipe up rather than down
to avoid wrinkles.

If you pluck one white hair,
three more will grow back in its place.

Be especially careful with the delicate skin
around your eyes-don't rub it too hard;

The boxed hair dye is on aisle eleven-

dab product gently with your ring fingers or else
crow's feet will ornament the corners of your eyes.
Your eyelids will droop.

this one is organic and this one is
paraben-free and you can always try henna
for a more natural alternative while you
cover up the natural whitening of your hair.

Don't smile too much or too hard
or else deep lines will frame the lips

You're lucky;

you have spent so much time caring for.

you don't look a day over thirty, anyway .

•
•

•

•

+

•

•

•
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Ga~• ani Street
N ico Peneranda

Makati, Philippines
New Year 's Eve

The street lamps tint
the night with a life
you never knew.
Because poverty is
a percentage
'til you stand
in your dad 's childhood
kitchen with kerosene canisters,
canned corned beef,
and no running water, and realize
it's yours.
So you step back
out and the night is ripped
open by the flash
of seven thousand
fireworks, the pride
of your home.
Your dad rests his tired arm
around your shoulders
and you lean into his chest,
listening to the beat
of the blood
you 've always shared.

H yl

Mich II (Ser

nprin ) Joanna Pottle

,,..;fm "' ll
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Samantha Cohen

My spoon grazes the slick ceramic, bleeding bowl.
One more pull of the
spoon and I
will have

terminated

the never-ending ice-cream dish

of rocky road.

• • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • • • • • • • • • •• • • • • • • • • • • • • •
Step on up, baby, don't be shy.
The zero on the shaking scale skyrockets.
Can I blame this number on the spoon, I cry?
The spoon which fires rocky road into my esophagus and my protruding belly
is only a helpful tool
not the crucifying cause
of obesity, you fool.

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •
You can take my ice-cream loaded spoon away
but I'll just grab a forkful of rocky road instead and
my body

your body

our bodies, will continue
to decay.

••••••••• • •• •• ••• •• • •• •• •••• • •• • •• •••••
So instead,
teach me

teach you

teach us,

how to lock that spoon up

and show us control
because the rocky road filled spoon,
you buffoon,
is just a loaded gun,
and the hands behind these spoons and guns
are the ultimate cata lyst for the "fun."
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Clara Cooke
All mornings began the same way. The sun would ooze

town. Moody alpacas carried goods to the market to be sold,

over the craggy horizon and the sky would bleed indigo

smoke and steam emanated from the mouthwatering foods

and marigold. Prickly pears, fleshy succulents, and morning

that street vendors were cooking, and already there were

glories flowered to the coo of the dove and the shriek of the

carts of masks and costume pieces available in anticipation

desert pheasant. Hackled coyotes yipped and cried in the

for Carnaval. Villagers that held a smile and sunny disposition

valley before returning to their dens to rest from a night of

exchanged them for looks of contempt the moment they

hunting and scavenging. The air was chilled and arid. Villagers

noticed Hector and Isabel. Mumbles of "hijos de puta" and

responded by lighting fires for the hearth. The flames were

"hijos de bruja" fell from their lips, burning Hector's ears. Isabel,

torrid as they devoured the heap of coal. Mothers baked

on the other hand, didn't seem to notice this hostility. She sang

chicken saltefias, sent their husbands off to the mines with a

a made-up song with no melody or rhythm as she skipped and

cleaned headlamp, and readied their children for school. The

made sure notto step on the cracks of the cobblestones. Every

village of Potosi, a collection of stone and steel hovels that

once in a while, she'd twirl around and her colorful skirt would

wound to the incline and descent of the Cerro Rico mountain

melt in a spectrum of colors. Hector was grateful that she was

range, welcomed the day.

distracted, when suddenly the once-busy street parted like the

Then there was Hector. He pulled back the colorful, alpacafibered curtain that his Ouechuan mother had woven many

Red Sea. But Hector wasn't Moses; he was, most unfortunately,
the son of Guadalupe Ledezma.

years ago, with a cloth pressed firmly to his mouth. His eyes

Hector tossed three coins to a nameless grocer, who held

watered as he stumbled away from his slum and collapsed on

no animosity towards the siblings for the sole reason that she

the dusty earth. El Tos def Minero, the Miner's Cough, ripped

was deaf and mute. He came to this woman enough times for

and lacerated his insides as he whooped and convulsed. He

her to know what he wanted. She smiled and handed Isabel

wheezed for air as a stream of blood dribbled from his mouth

two hot salteiias, one chicken and the other salted pork. One

and splashed on the clay and dirt under his knees. That was

for breakfast and one for lunch. Then she handed Hector a

when the gagging started. There was nothing in his stomach

pack of unfiltered nicotine, a bottle of cheap chicha, and a half

and there hadn't been for many days. Nevertheless, the bile

a kilogram of coca leaves. Isabel relished that first bite as broth

leapt up his throat as he retched. It burned. Sweat broke out

and cheese trickled from the corners of her mouth.
Hector plopped a thimble of coca leaves in his mouth as

across his forehead.
Relief rippled inside of him when this violent episode had

he began to chew. Miners-poor miners, in particu lar-relied

passed. He realized, though, that he wasn't alone, and was

heavily on the coca. It suppressed hunger and the deathly

being watched with a child's curiosity and ignorance.

cough, gave spurts of energy throughout the day, acted as a

"Hector, are you okay?" Isabel asked. He didn't have to face

natural pain reliever for sore muscles, and made the anxiety

her to know that she was rubbing the sleep from her eyes and

of working fourteen hours in a mine shaft bearable. Hector

that her belly ached and wallowed in emptiness.

adjusted Isabel's collar and kissed the top of her head before

" I'm fine, chiquita." Hector said, throwing the sand and loose
earth on top of the blood and bile. "We should get you ready
for school."

she joined the other girls as they lined up in anticipation for
their teacher to let them inside the dilapidated schoolhouse .
"Hector," a voice called from behind . Hector sighed and

With his headlamp in one hand and his sister's fingers
interlocked in the other, the siblings began their descent into
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didn't turn to face the owner of the voice. He knew a lethal
rhetoric would ensue.

"Not today, Fernando," Hector said . "I'm not in the mood."
Before he cou ld walk away, Fernando jumped in front of him

bastard and firstborn spat at her precious little boy who
couldn 't take a swing at me, otherwise he'd ruin t he pleats in

with a cru el smil e. He was sporting a new school uniform w ith

his pants. W hi le you' re at it , t el l your bitch of a mother t hat it'll

a starched, collared shirt, a haircut, and two bags wo rth of

take a lot more t ha n t hat to get rid of Gu ad alupe. Me ntion my

lunch. Round er and ta ller, Fernando hadn 't skipped a meal in

sister's name again, and I'll have t o kill you ." Hecto r pl opped

his entire life. A lipstick stain marked his cheek; he ha d bee n

m o re leaves into his mo uth as he turned on his hee l towards

Some graves indicated
that there was more than
one body in the coffin.
kissed goodbye this morning .

the direction of the mine, proud that he had had the last word .

"That's not what my dad said when your mom showed up last
night," Fernando said. "I'm not sure where my possessiveness

But this moment's triumph was short-lived.
"Tell Papa I said hello! Or I guess to you, he's just 'Boss,"'

comes from , since he's our dad." There was the bite that

Fernando called from behind . Hector tried to ignore the sting

Hector was waiting for; the undeniabl e fact that the same

as he chewed on the coca, hoping that it could suppress

man who abandoned him and Isabel was an exemplary dad

heartache, too.

to Fernando . The man who bedded his mother callously for

On his way up the precarious ascent, Hector passed the

coin had wedded another. It didn't help that they were both

Church of the Virgen Maria, the final sign of God before the

born in the same month, with Hector only a few days his

mountain damned the miners to the Devil 's Playground. A

senior. That September was wrought with gossip. " But, lucky

crowded cemetery stood next to the sanctuary. It was more

for me, my mother is an honorable woman . She cha sed dear

tombstone than grass. Some graves indicated that there was

Guadalupe into the desert with a broom in one hand and a

more than one body in the coffin. Miners of all ages walked

pistol in the other. I hope the coyotes didn 't get her. Oh , and

this path towards the Cerro Rico to clock in for their shift. The

how is our dear little sister, Isabel?"

Miner's Lung took all their lives before they saw their fiftieth

Hector grunted before he hocked up the gelatinous glob

year. It was clear that some of these men were on borrowed

of coca leaves; it splattered again st Fernando's brand -new

time . One could only cheat death so many times. From the

sweater vest. Paralyzed in shock, Fernando's eyes began to

crowd of miners with hardhats and headlamps, Hector noticed

twitch. They mimicked Hector's green ones-the only trait he

a familiar figure. His limp gave him away.

had inherited from his father.

" Miguel! You won 't believe what I did to Fernando." The

"Better ask your mother to clean that up. Tell her that Jose's

man turned to look at the boy. Despite there being no blood
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that tied them, they were father and son . The darkness scared

hand in appreciation . The elevator stopped as the cage doors

Hector, and so Miguel kept a watchful eye on the boy and

swung open . Together, Miguel and Hector turned on their

taught him how to find that hopeful vein of silver. Miners were,

headlamps to see. The tunnel was tight and twisted, and the

of course, not paid a fixed rate-they were paid dependent

ceiling was not high . If one was of tall or average height, they

upon what they carved out from the earth. Miguel had been

would need to hunch their back to fit down the hallway. The

the only father figure Hector knew.

air quality was poor. Dust swelled and billowed in wafts of

His wrinkles made him look far older than he truly was. His
hands were more callous than skin, his remaining four teeth

dense clouds, and the temperature had spiked.
Before the miners went deeper into the shaft to their

were blackened with rot, and his nostrils had more gray hairs

respected places to excavate, they went in a sing le file line

than his pitiful head. Th e usually-mirthful gleam in his eyes was

to a secluded room. As a littl e boy, this room used to terrify

no longer there. Hector soon found out he was in for a lengthy

Hector, but Miguel had mollified those fears long ago. It was

diatribe.

soon Hector's turn to enter. He already saw the figure, a stone

"That was a foolish thing you did back in the market.

idol with oxen horns, a serpentine tai l, a crooked smile with
a forked tongue, wings of a bat, and cloven feet. Reaching

Everyone knows-it has spread like wildfire," Miguel said.
"Good. I'm glad everyone knows what a fucking coward with

outward, its claw-like hand s were cupped. It was the Devil to
which miners came with their offering to pray for safety and

no balls looks like," Hector said. "Spare me your lecture."
"Hector, you are choking on your pride. You need to
understand that people like us ... we can't afford taking thing s

silver; that the mountain wouldn't devour them like it did their
fathers, uncles, and brothers.
Finally, it was Hector's turn. Miguel stood next to him,

too far," Miguel said. "Jose knows."
" Even better," Hector spat. "I want him to know that he raised

like he had for the past eight years. Hector took the bottle
of chicha and dowsed the idol with it. The nauseating sme ll

a spineless brat."
"Just keep your head low," Miguel insisted.

of cheap alcoho l infiltrated his nostrils. Miguel took his and

The entrance to the mine was in view. It was just one of

Hector's packs of cigarettes, opened the cartons, and placed

many into the mountain's tunnel systems. A priest stood at

them in the Devil's outreached hands. They overflowed and

the opening and prayed over the miners as they passed him,

fell to the floor. Offerings to the Devil were vices, after all.

sprinkling them with holy water. It was appreciated because

"I hope el Diab/a likes chicha. I'm more of a yunguefio kind

they were in God's domain. But that all changed the moment

of man myself," Miguel said . He showed his gummy smile and

they entered the mine and were locked in the cage that

wheezed in laughter as he ruffled the boy's hair.

plummeted miles upon miles into the deep earth. Hector felt
droplets of holy water on his skin and heard the priest's Latin

"Alright, calm down, o ld man," Hector said. "I don't want to
see you die today." A small smi le p layed on his lips. 0

incantation. He and Miguel were the last ones to squish inside
the elevator before they entered the Devil's realm.
It took a moment for Hector's eyes to adjust to the darkness.
He felt Miguel's hand squeeze his shoulder as the man prayed
for him.
"Par favor, look after Hector. Let him find rivers of silver. Let
him live. Bless this boy, Padre." Hector patted his mentor's
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Stephan ie Skel ly

Three days ago, he took me

He started playing a game

to see the elephants.

as we ventured through the

That's when I felt it.

to see whose eyes were quicker

amphibians. Competing with me

at spotting the frogs.
Zoo smells invading

I lost.

my nose, children 's
excitement echoing

Three days ago, I trapped love .

in my ears .. . my mind

Held between my teeth,

struggled to focus.

the words were willing.
But I wasn't. I barely

Love almost slithered out.

held onto them.

Seconds away from gliding down

They are fighting

my tongue, pushing through

harder to leave me.

I

I

'.
•

J

I

I,

my lips, and floating
out into the air.

But I'm not ready
to let go.

I caught the words before
they had a chance
to breathe.
Their lungs weren't prepared
for the world outside.
They needed more
time to learn how to stand
on their own,
time to prepare
to be given
away.

• -

Dancing in the Street (F"lm Photography) Malcolm Anderson

Is it me; am I lazy?
I can't be.
Do I compete compete compete,
chasing the capitalist dream
of greed
and glorified
dissatisfaction?
Will I twist, break, scream
to be comparable
no, better
than my peers
in numbers
in titles
in ability to not sleep
not eat
not enjoy
anything

Who can be the most miserable?
You've got the interview.
Maybe I'll move to Spain,
I hear people take lunch breaks there.

Tension in Denim (Photograph) Malcolm Anderson

Bueller

We left on these clothes,
barely touched skin but disrobed
what we wore within.

-Lauren Ferry

Absence is the true monster,
hanging flesh on a
brittle-boned she ll,
creaking and moaning
with the slightest motion,
whining for attentioncredit for its misdeeds.
Indeed,
it is not the beast
but the howling hunger
in its hol low pit
that kills.

Morning Muse
(O il Pa int ing on Wood)
Molly Greenwald
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Flare (Glass) Kristen Woolard
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Dear Mom,
A miracle happened today!

ay of
eace

From Alsace to Dover, violence has halted.
All across the Western Front, men are

singing Christmas carols and ringing bells of peace.

Zak Gordon

"Merry Christmas!" Mom, that's what an
infantryman squealed out to me from the far trench.
The singing is pretty terrible-no one is speaking the
same language-but I wouldn't trade this music
away for all the bacon in a week's ration.
Yesterday, I thought I would be deaf by sundown.
Months of metallic mockingbirds singing
staccato overtures in C-sharp-God never
designed ears for this kind of pounding.
When I'm home, I want to take every minor note
out of Pa's music sheets and replace them
with open fifths! That's what all the songs are
like today. No one composes Christmas songs
with crunchy chords, I'll tell you that!
They're finally letting our letters throughcan you imagine that?
We're all friends now, Mom! An hour ago,
I walked up to a scout sitting in a snow-drenched
pile of hay and handed him my button from Biloxi.
He smiled back at me with no more than seven teeth
in his mouth. I heard the German rations are doing that.
I suppose there's no use worrying about soldiers' health
when you could die before dinner anyway.
But that's all over now, Mom. Today is Christmas: of all the
things that is what does it. The war is finished, and I bet
I'll be home by your birthday!
George says this is just a truce, that the chaotic chorus
will come back in forte. That this is just an intermission.
He doesn't know what he's talking about, Mom .
I played football with these soldiers today. And
I'm not firing on anyone who's passed me a cigarette!
I'm glad too-these trenches were really starting to get cold.
A miracle happened today, Mom; Christmas has finally come.
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Enclosed for your viewing pleasure, you will find:
One portrait of our family, taken comfortably out of seasonfour children in the front, Mom and Dad in the back.
My sisters wear matching dresses, my hair is neatly combed.
A horse that does not belong to us is in the shot,
he is a stranger.
There is a slight grimace on my face
because Mom is pinching the back of my neck
hard
to make me stop fidgeting.
One letter explaining how active we were this year.
Our myriad of accomplishments as it stands:
Mom lost twenty pounds!
Ryan finally got his promotion!
Keeping up with the Joneses through written verse and postage stamps.
My uncle had a stroke this year because he is overweight and smokes too much.
We will leave this out.
One small-and-most-likely-broken candy cane,
curved like the shepherd's staff.
Tiny shards of red and white
pulverized powder shift in the clear plastic.
Suck on it one night after a heavy onion-based dish.
Let that peppermint cover your bad breath ,
the way a blanket covers garbage.
Soak in it.
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Thrive (Photograph) Jennifer Cartwright
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series
Sometimes, art is more than just one piece.
Visit our blog to see two amazing art series.

jmuGardyLoo.org/blog
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These staff members created the layout of these pages, but not the content.
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"Gordy loo" (one word) was
origina ll y used as a warning
cry b y chambermaids as they
threw the contents of their
chamber pots into the street.
It mig ht hove come from the
Frenc h garde a /'eou which
means look out for the water.

Why did editors of the past pick it
as their magazine name? We have
no idea. But we like to think that it
reminds us to keep looking up.

.

